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" You know, you haven't got the least understanding,
Pantalievich ! I can't tell you everything with a woman
present, and you go on pressing me with your how and why
and what. Well, have you got over your typhus ? "
" Yes, I've got over it; now tell me about yourself.
You're hiding something, you son of the enemy ! Spit it
out, what have you got mixed up in ? How did you get
away ? "
"It's worse than just getting away. . , . After I'd brought
you home I returned to the regiment. They assigned me to
the third troop in your squadron. But I'm terribly keen on
fighting ! I went twice into an attack, and then I thought:
' I'll have to show a leg here ! I've got to find some hole,
or you'll be done for, Prokhor, my boy! * And then, as
though of purpose, the Reds began to press us so hard and
there were such fierce battles that they didn't even give us
time to breathe. Wherever the Reds broke through, there
they shoved us ; wherever there was any unreliability,
there they shoved our regiment. Within a week eleven
cossacks in our squadron were as though they'd been licked
off the face of the earth by a cow's tongue. Well, and I got
such a longing, I went real lousy with longing! " Prokhor
lit a cigarette, held out his pouch to Gregor, and unhurriedly
went on ; " And then it fell to me to go on a reconnaissance
close to Liski. There were three of us. We were riding over
a rise at a gentle trot, keeping our eyes -wide open, when we
saw a Red crawl out of a runnel and raise Ms hands above
his head. We galloped up to him, but he shouted :f Cossacks,
Fm on your side. Don't cut me down, I'm one of you/
But the devil must have got hold of me, for I got wild for
some reason, and I rode up to the man and said: * You
son of a bitch,' I said, ' if you've agreed to fight then you
oughtn't to surrender ! You're a dirty swine/ I said. * Can't
you see that as it is we're only holding on by the skin of
our teeth ? And here you axe surrendering, bringing us
reinforcements !' And at that I pulled my scabbard from
the saddle and stretched it across his back. And the other
cossacks with me also made it clear, and asked him : ' Is
it fair to fight like that, to go turning and twisting in all
directions ? If you'd all come over earlier the war would
have been finished by now.' But how the devil was I to
know that this turncoat was an officer ? Yet that's what he